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cannot but consider it as lowering your character in a memor-
able degree, and putting you quite among the commonalty
and mob of your sex, when I had thought I saw in you
symptoms entitling you to be ranked among those noble
spirits that do honour to our nature. What a falling off is
here ! How bitterly is so inglorious a change to be deplored !
What is it you want that you have not? You have the
husband of your choice, to whom you seem to be unalterably
attached, a man of high intellectual attainments, whatever I
and some other persons may think of his morality, and the
defects under this last head, if they be not (as you seem to
think) imaginary, at least do not operate as towards you. You
have all the goods of fortune, all the means of being useful to
others, and shining in your proper sphere. But you have lost
a child: and all the rest of the world, all that is beautiful, and
all that has a claim upon your kindness, is nothing, because a
child of two years old is dead.

The human species may be divided into two great classes:
those who lean on others for support, and those who are quali-
fied to support. Of these last, some have one, some five, and
some ten talents. Some can support a husband, a child, a
small but respectable circle of friends and dependents, and
some can support a world, contributing by their energies to
advance their whole species one or more degrees in the scale
of perfectibility. The former class sit with their arms crossed,
a prey to apathy and languor, of no use to any earthly
creature, and ready to fall from their stools if some kind soul,
who might compassionate, but who cannot respect them, did
not come from moment to moment and endeavour to set them
up again. You were formed by nature to belong to the best
of these classes, but you seem to be shrinking away, and volun-
tarily enrolling yourself among the worst.

Above all things, I entreat you, do not put the miserable
delusion on yourself, to think there is something fine, and
beautiful, and delicate, in giving yourself up, and agreeing to
be nothing. Remember too, though at first your nearest con-
nections may pity you in this state, yet that when they see you